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MY CHILDHOOD
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it seemed as if a door in my heart had been suddenly
shut and barred. It was very early, the shutters had
not been taken from the windows of the houses, the
street was empty; I had never seen such an utter absence
of life. In the distance the shepherd eould be heard
playing irritatingly.

"Come in to breakfast," said grandfather, taking me
,by the shoulder. "It is evident that your lot is to live
with me; so you are beginning to leave your mark on
me like the striking of a match leaves on a brick."

From morning till night we busied ourselves in the
garden; he laid out beds, tied up the raspberry bushes,
stripped the lichen off the apple trees, and killed the
caterpillars, while I went on building and decorating
my dwelling. Grandfather cut off the end of the burnt
beam, made sticks out of it, and stuck them in the earth,
and I hung my bird-cages on them; then I wove a close
netting with the dried grass, and made a canopy over
the seat to keep off the sun and the dew. The result
was very satisfactory.

"It is very useful," said grandfather, "for you to
learn how to make the best of things for yourself."

I attached great importance to his words. Some-
times he lay down on the seat, which I had covered
with turf, and taught me, very slowly, as if he had a
difficulty in finding words.

"Now you are cut right off from your mother;he gate-post and watched the droshky jolt-
